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mountains, the Kajnag, where game has always been and
still is. In the higher forests of Kashmir where Norwegian
pine mingles with the deodar that gives place to the silver
birch, feeds the great stag known as the barasingk, the
twelve pointer, bara meaning twelve. To shoot barasingh
in the autumn 7000 to 10,000 feet above the sea, is a joy
and a feat, especially to those who prefer glorious forest
glens to the bare open hill-tops and valleys, where live the
sheep and goat.

Sheep, the Ovis ammon> and others are harder to come by
than the goats, while the great sheep of the Pamirs with the
triple curled horn is almost inaccessible for political as well
as geographical reasons. The Pamirs is where three Empires
meet, and since Russia and China are out of business, they
are not always healthy.

Among the bare hills above the juniper, you also get, if
you are enterprising enough, the great red bear, which is a
very different matter from the poor old black bear whom you
shoot a-mulberry-stealing, and if you are lucky a snow-
leopard.

The great hills and valleys above the forest are two or
three weeks' march from Srinagar, the Kashmir capital,
where you meet your shikari and make your bandobust.

The stages will mean steady hard foot-slogging over great
passes, fifteen miles a day, your kit on mule or coolies, the
less the better, and by the time you have got to your nullah,
the valley assigned you by your licence, you should have
sweated off the fat of ordinary life, and be already twice
the man or woman you were. I say woman, for now and
again adventurous women will come too, There was a story
once of the Deosai Plains . . . no, that story is better un-
told . . . but any way, hardy women do march and shoot
markkor and ibex, for 'thy nullah shall be my nullah and thy
kiltas x my kiltas\ all the world over.

Unless you know really great mountains, mountains be-
yond the pine and the deodar, beyond even the silver birch,
1 The leather-covered baskets of Kashmir.